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waking the whole house?'1 cried Belle,    "Are you
mad?"
"It's you, Belie, It's you/5 stammered Rosa? put-
ting out'her hands to feel her. "Oh, Belle! Belle!"
Belle shook her impatiently. "You're walking in
your sleep/* she said. "Don't cling like that
Come back to bed."
Rosa followed her back to the bedroom. All her
anger had gone, only a sadness, a solitariness filled
her. Her knees shook and she sat on her bed, lean-
ing on the head rail, wondering how to tell what
she had seen; she looked at Belle and the words
wrere quelled on her lips.
Belle was white and haggard, even the colour
seemed gone from her hair; she took off her clothes
with little dragging movements, and she too sat on
the edge of her bed, staring into the garden where
the light was coming fast.
At first her body shone white, and as the light
grew, it took on its colours, first a pearly then a
rosewood tinge, with deeper points to her breasts
and the shadows under them, and under her arms
and between her thighs; between her breasts the
skin was smooth and pale like the white blaze of
an animal's chest. She shivered, her mouth
trembled, but still she stared into the garden,
"Belle, do put on your nightgown."
No answer.
Belle began to cry. She cried like a child, lifting
her face, letting her tears stream down on to her
thighs, Rosa came to her and timidly put her arm
round her.